THE SCATTERED FAMILY

got together again. When I became an iron
worker there were several fellows in our
union who didn't know whether they had a
relative on earth. One of them, Bill Will-
iams, said to me: "Jim, no wonder you're
always happy. You've got so many brothers
that there's always two of you together,
whether it's playing in the band, on the ball
nine or working at the furnace. If I had a
brother around I wouldn't get the blues the
way I do. Pve got some brothers somewhere
in this world, but 111 probably never know
where they are."

Then he told how his father had died when
he was three years old.   There were several                    ^

children, and they were taken by relatives.
He was sent to his grandmother, whose name
was Williams. That was not his name.
Before he was seven both his grandparents
died and he was taken by a farmer who called
him Bill. The farmer did not send him to
school and he grew up barely able to write
his name, Will Williams, which was not his
real name. He didn't even know what his
real name was.

"Probably my brothers are alive," he saidj,
"but what chance have I got of ever finding
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